CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
The Passing of a great Man

PERHAPS the most humorous side of our purchase
of the Domaine of Notre Dame developed on the
last day but one before the actual completion. The
arrangements by that time were all in the hands of the
lawyers and notaries, and at eleven o'clock on the appointed
morning a somewhat grotesque little procession shuffled
out of the front entrance preceded by a slim, dapper little
man in black clothes, the " legal representative of the
vendor " as he announced himself. He turned and faced
us as we crossed the road and entered the opposite field.
" Monsieur McNeill, Monsieur Phillips Oppenheim,
Monsieur Woolrych and gentlemen/5 he began, " this
morning we are proceeding to verify the boundaries of
the estate known as the Domaine de Notre Dame which
Monsieur McNeill is proposing to sell, and Monsieur
Phillips Oppenheim to buy."
There were about fourteen of us altogether, including
a sad-faced silent personage who wore a long black gar-
ment somehow suggesting a cleric and was, I believe,
representing some half-forgotten claim the Church pos-
sessed to certain minor rights with regard to a footpath
which traversed one of die woods. He did not once,
however, open his mouth at any time during the pro-
ceedings and disappeared before their termination. Even
Marc, who knew everything, was unable to explain him
satisfactorily. " II est toujours id" was the nearest explana-
tion we could get as to his haunting presence. He made
less noise than anyone and, notwithstanding how ill he
was attired for such a task, he seemed always in the van,
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